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when I tried to lift up my legs I could not
stir them 1

8.  In my other troubles I had at least
been able to move a little.    I could climb
up and down the mountains of sugar, and
I could swim about in the ocean of cream.

9.  But now I was fixed fast, either to b:e
eaten by Rose without her knowing it, or
to die a wretched death in the kitchen if
she did not choose to finish me off.

10.  I had never thought very much of
my out-rdoor cousins, the bees.    It seemed
to me that  they made a great fuss and
took a lot of trouble for nothing, in making
honey for men and women to take away.

11.  How much better to eat it straight
from the flowers!    And now I thought
worse of the bees than ever, because I was
sticking fast In their stuff.

12.   I  tried in  vain  to  drag  out  one
front  leg after  the other, and  next my
middle and back legs,    It was just as a
man would feel if he were stuck in a bog.

13.  The sound of the lunch bell went to
my heart.    The sight of the nice bread
and honey, which Rose had left at break-